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Indeed." I replied. To haveI took the rear chairs. They were Just
out of the glare of the lights.
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loved and lost, and such a woman, wai
my thought

"The new tenor Is an Improvement.
Do you not think so?"

"Yes. Indeed." No more to touch her
hand, to hear her voice, to wait upon
her wishes.

"It was tho most brilliant audience
of the season."

"Yes, Indeed' I murmured. Those
were the only words I could articulate.
The carriage rumbled on.

"Does Pattl return In the fall?"
"Yes." Five years of dreaming and

then to awake!
And then tho carriage mercifully

stopped.
Mrs. Wentworth insisted that I

should enter and have some coffee. I
had so few words at my command that
I could not Invent even a tllmsy ex-

cuse. So I went In. The coffee was
tasteless. I put In four lumps of sug-
ar. 1 stirred and stirred and stirred.
Finally 1 swallowed tho contents of
tho cup. It was very hot. When tho
agony was past I rose and made my
adieu.

Phyllis came to the door with me.
"Forget what I have said," I began,

fumbling the doorknob. "I suppose I

III i

Phyllis came to the door with me.
was an ass to think that you might
love me. They say that It is a malady.
Very well. With a few prescribed
remedies 1 shall recover."

"You are very bitter."
"Can you blame me," clicking the

latch back and forth, "when all the
world has suddenly grown dark?"

"There are other eyes than mine,"
gently.

"Yes, but they will light other paths
than those I shall follow."

"Jack, you are too manly to make
threats."

"That was not a threat," said I.
"Well. I shall go and laugh at myself
for my presumption. To laugh at your-
self Is to cure. There Is no more wine
In 'the cup, nothing but the lees. I'll
have to drink them. A wry face, and
then It will all be over. Yes; I am bit-
ter. To have dreamed as I have dream-
ed and to awake as 1 have! Ah, well,
I must go on loving you till"

"Till she comes." supplemented Phyl-
lis.

"You wrong me. It is only In letters
that 1 am versatile. Forgive my bit-
terness and forget my folly."

"Oh, Jack. If you knew how sorry I
ami I shall forgive the bitterness, bin
I will not forget what you term folly.
It's something any woman might be
proud of, the love of an honest dear,
good fellow. (lood night" She held
her hand toward me.

"Good night," I said, "and God bless
you!" I kissed the palm of her hand,
opened the door and then stumbled
down the steps.

I do not remember how I reached
home. It was all over. My beautiful
castle had fallen in ruins about my
ears.

To be continued.
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h thoughtlessly builds on the sand
when the tide Is out. Yes; foreign cor-
responding would be all well enough, 1

mused, with Phyllis at my side. With
her as my wife I slu.jld have the envy
of all my fellow craftsmen. We should
dine at the embassies, and the attaches
would flutter about us, and all London
would talk of the beautiful "Mrs. Win-
throp." Then the tire In my pipe bowl
went out The copy boy was at my el-

bow again.
"Hang you!" said I.
"The foreman says he's coming down

with an ax," replied the boy.
It was like churning, but I did man-

age to grind the copy. I wns satisfied
that the United States and Oreat Hrlt-al- n

would not go to war over It.
The late afternoon mall brought two

letters. I opened the one from Phyllis
first. It said:

Dear Jack Uncle Hob has t box for the epert
tonight, but he lias been amhlcnly railed to Was-
hingtonpolitics, possibly, but he would not my.
Aunty and I want you to go with us in his stead.
Kthtl and her fiance, Mr. Holland, will be to-

gether, which means that aunty and I will have
no one to talk to unless you came. "Carmen" is
to be sung. Please do not fail me. PilYlXlS.

Fall her! I thought not.
Then I read the second letter. I

read It three or four times, and even
then I was not sure that I was not
dreaming. I caught up my pipe again,
lifted It and lit It. 1 read the letter
once more. I was solemnly Informed
that my uncle was dead and that I
Was mentioned In the will and that If
I would kindly call at the Hoffman
House the following morning a certain
sum of money would be given to me.
I regretted that I had reached that ago
when a man's actions must be digni-
fied although alone; otherwise I daro
say I should have danced the pas soul.
Whatever my uncle's bequest might
be, I believed that it would make me
Independently rich. Phyllis was scarce-
ly an arm's length away now. I whis
tied as I locked up my desk and pro-

ceeded down stairs and sang a siren
song Into the waxen ears of the cashier.

"You have only twenty coming this
week, Mr. Winthrop," sid he.

"Never mind." I replied. "I'll man-
age to get along next week." It was
only on very rare occaslous that I drew
my full pay at the end of the week. I
dined at a fashionable restaurant As
1 sipped my wine I built one of my
castles, and Phyllis reigned therein.
There would be a trip to Europe every
summer, and I should devote my time
to writing novels. My picture would
be the frontispiece In the book reviews,
and wayside paragraphs would tell of
the enormous royalties my publishers
were paying me. I took some old en-

velopes from my pocket and began fig-

uring on the backs of them as to what
purposes the money should be put It
could not be less than $30,000, perhaps
more. Of course my uncle had given
a harbor to a grudge against me and
mine, but such things are always for-
gotten on the deathbed. Fortune, hav-
ing buffeted me, was now going to
make me one of her favorite children.
I had reached the end of the long lane.

As I left the restaurant I decided to
acquaint Phyllis with my good luck
and also my desire that she should
share of It I turned Into a florist's and
had a dozen roses sent up to her. They
were American Heauties. 1 could af-

ford It now.
1 found Phyllis thrumming on the

piano. She was singing in a low voice
the aria from "Lucia." 1 stood on the
threshold of the drawing room and
waited till she had done. I believed
her to be unaware of my presence.
She was what we poets call a "dream
of loveliness," a tangible dream. Her
neck and shoulders were like satin, and
the head above them reminded me of
Sappho's which we see In marble.
From where I stood I could catch a
glimpse of the profile, the nose and
firm chin, the exquisite mouth, to kiss
which 1 would gladly have given up
any number of fortunes. The cheek
had that delicate curve of a rose leaf,
and when the warm blood surged Into
it there was a color as matchless as
that of a Jack rose. Ah, but 1 loved
her! Suddenly the music ceased.

"There Is a mirror over the piano.
Jack," she said without turning her
head.

So I crossed the room and sat down
in the chair nearest her. I vaguely
wondered If at the distance she had
seen the love In my eyes when 1

thought myself unobserved.
"I thank you for those lovely roses,"

she said, smiling and permitting me to
press her hand.

"Dou't mention it" I replied. It Is
so dltllcult for a man to say original
things In the presence of the woman
he loves. "1 have great news for you.
It reads like a fairy tale, you know;
happy ever afterward, and all that"

"Ah!"
"Yes. Do you remember my telling

you of a rich uncle who lived In the
south?"

"Is It possible that be has left you a
fortune?" she cried, her eyes shining.

"You have guessed It."
"I am very glad for your sake, Jack.

I was beginning to worry about you."
"Worry about me?"
"Yes. 1 do not understand how a

newspaper man can afford to buy roses
four or five times a week and exist"
She had the habit of being blunt and
frank to her Intimate friends. I se-

cretly considered It nn honor when
she. talked to me like this. "1 have
told you repeatedly to send me flowers
only once a week. I'd rather not have
them at all. Last week you spent as
much as ?.'J0 on roses alone. Mr. Hol-

land does not do that for Lthel. and he
has n million."

"I'm not Holland." I said. "He
doesn't-th- at 1st I do not think he"
Then 1 foundered. I had almost said,
"He doesn't care as much for Lthel as
I do for you."

"You are looking very beautiful to
night," I whispered lowly. 1 was be-

ginning business early. There was no
barrier at my Hps.

"Thank you," she replied. Then
with a smile, "Supposing I were to say
that you were looking very hand-
some?"

"Oh," said I, somewhat disconcerted,
"that would oe rather embarrassing."

"I do not doubt It."
"And then It would not be true. Tho

duty we men owe to a beautiful wom-
an Is constantly to keep telling her of
it"

"And the duty we women owe to a
fine looking man?" a rogue of a dimple
in her cheeks.

"Is it to explicitly believe all he says
regarding your beauty?" I answered,
evading the question. "A man may
tell a woman that she is beautiful, but
a woman may not tell a man that he is
fine looking that Is, in public."

"Tho terms are not fair."
"That may be true, but they make

the wheels of the social organization
run smoother. For Instance, if I met a
strange woman and she told me that I
was handsome I shouldn't be able to
speak again the whole evening. On the
other hand, a beautiful woman after
you say that you are delighted to meet
her expects the very next remark to
concern her good looks."

"Your Insight Is truly remarkable,"
she said, the dimple continuing Its elu-

sive maneuvers. "Hush, here comes
Carmen!"

And our voices grew faint In tho
swell of melody. Mrs. Wentworth was
entranced. Her daughter was fondly
gazing at the back of her fiance's head.
Phyllis had turned her face from me to
the stage. As for myself, I was not
particularly Interested In tho cigarette
girl. It was running through my head
that the hour had arrived. I patted
my gloves for a moment, then I drew a
long hi oath.

"Phyllis!" said I. There was a qua-

ver In my voice. Perhaps I had not
spoken loud enough. "Phyllis!" said I
again.

She turned quickly and gave me an
inquiring and at the same time nerv-
ous glance. "What Is It?"

"I want to tell you something I have
never dared to tell you till now," I said
earnestly. The voice on the stage
soared heavenward. "I love you. Will
you be my wife?"

Ah, me I Where were those drooping
eyelids, that, flush, that shy, sweet
glance, of which I had so often dreamt?
Phyllis was frowning.

"Jack, I have been afraid of this,"
she said. "I am so sorry, but it cannot
be."

"Oh, do not say that now," I cried,
crushing my gloves. "Walt awhile.
Perhaps you may learn to love me."

"Jack, I have always been frank to
you because I like you. Do you sup-

pose It will take me five years to find
out what my heart says to any man?
No. Had I loved you 1 should not have
asked you to wait I should have said
yes. I do not love you In the way you
wish. Indeed I like you better than
any man 1 know, but that Is all 1 can
offer you. I should be unkind If I held
out any false hoios. I have often
asked myself why 1 do not love you,
but there is something lacking In you.
something I cannot define. Some other
woman will find what I have failed to
find in you to love."

I was twisting my gloves out of all
recognition. There was a singing In
my ears which did not come from the
stage.

"Look at It as 1 do. Jack. There Is
a man In this world whom I shall love
and who will love me. We may never
meet. Then he shall be an Ideal to
me and I to him. You believe you
love me, but the love you offer Is not
complete."

"Not complete?" I echoeiL
"No. It would be If I returned It

Do you understand? There Is in this
world a woman you will truly love and
who will return your love lu Its full-

ness. Will you meet? That Is In the
hands of your destinies. Shall I meet
my Ideal? Who knows? Hut till I do
I shall remain an old maid."

I nodded wearily. A dissertation on
affinities seemed III timed.

"And now." she said, "this beautiful
friendship of ours must come to nn
end." And there were tears In her
eyes.

"Yes." said I, twisting and untwist-
ing the shreds of my gloves. It seem-

ed as though the world bad slipped
from under my feet and 1 was whirl-
ing Into nothingness. "My heart is
very heavy."

"Jack. If you talk like that" hastily,
"you will have me crying before all
these people."

Unfortunately Ethel turned and saw
the tears in her cousin's eyes. "Mercy,
what Is the matter?" she asked.

"Jack has been telling me a very
pathetic story," said Phyllis, with a
pity In her eyes.

"Yes; something that happened to-

night" said I, staring at the pro-

gramme, but seeing nothing, nothing.
"Well." said Ethel, "this Is not the

place for them." turning her eyes to
the stage again.

The concluding acts of the opera
were a Jangle of chords and discords,
and the hum of voices was like the
murmur of a faroff sea. My eyes re-

mained fixed upon the stage. It was
like looking through a broken kaleido-
scope. I wanted to bo alone, alone
with my pipe. I was glad when wo
at last entered the carriage. Mrs.
Wentworth Immediately began to extol
the singers, and Phyllis, with that
tact which Is given only to kind heart-
ed women, nnswered most of the Indi-

rect questions put to me. She was
giving me time to recover. The direct
questions I could not avoid. Occa-
sionally I looked out of the window. It
had begun to rain again. It was very
dreary.

"And what a finale, Mr. V!athropP
cried Mrs. Wentworth.
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CHAPTKU I.
Tho first time I met her I was a re

portrr In the embryonic state and she
was a girl In short dresses. It. was In

a garden surrounded by high red brick
"walls which were half hidden by clus-
ters of green vines and at tho base of
which nestled earth beds radiant with
roses and popples and peonies and
bushes of lavender lilacs, all spilling
their delicate ambrosia on the mild air
of passing May. I stood, straw hat In
hand, wondering If I had not stumbled
Into some sweet prison of flower
which, having run disobedient ways In

the past, hud been placed here by Flo- -

Ta and forever denied their native
meadows and wildernesses. And this
rvlslon of fresh youth In my path, per-

haps she was some guardian nymph. I
was only L2, a most Impressionable
age. Her hair M'as like that rare Oc-

tober brown, half dun, half gold; her
eyes were cool and restful, like the
brown pools one sees In the heart of
the forests, and her lips and cheeks
cozened the warm vermilion of the
rose which lay ever so lightly on the
bosom of her while dress. Close at
hand was a table upon which stood a
pitcher of lemonade. She was holding
in her hand an empty glass. As my
eyes onrouKlered her calm. Inquiring
gaze my courage fled precipitately,
likewise the object of my errand.
There was a pause; dlflidence and em-

barrassment on my side, placidity on
hers.

"Well, sir?" said she In a voice the
tone of which Implied that she could
readily understand her presence In the
garden, but not mine.

As I remember It, I was suddenly
seized with a great thirst "1 should
like a glass of your lemonade," 1 an-

swered, bravely laying down the only
piece of money I possessed. Her stern
lips parted in. a smile, and my courage
came back cautiously that is to say,
by degrees. She filled a glass for me,
and as I gulped It down I could al-

most detect the flavor of lemon and
sugar.

"It Is very good," I volunteered, pass-
ing back the glass. I held out my
hand, smiling.

"There Isn't any change." coolly.
I flushed painfull. It was fully four

miles to Newspaper row. I was con-
scious of a sullen pride. Presently the
object of my errand returned. Some-
what down the path I saw a gentleman
reclining In a canvas swing. "Is that
Mr. Went worth?" I asked.

"Yes. Do you wish to speak to him?
Uncle Hob, here Is a gentleman who
desires to speak to you."

I approached. "Mr. Went worth," I
began, cracking the straw in my hat.
"my name Is John Winthrop. I am a
reiorter. I have called to see if it Istruo
that you have declined the Italian port-
folio."

"It Is true," he replied kindly. "There
are any number of reasons for ray de-

clining It, but I cannot make them pub-
lic. Is that all?"

"Yes, sir; thank you," and I backed
away.

"Are you a reporter?" asked the girl
as I was about to pass by her.

"Yes. I am."
"Do you draw pictures?"
"No. I do not."
"Do you write novels?"
"No," with a nervous laugh.
There Is nothing like the process of

Interrogation to make one person lose
interest In another.

"Oh, I thought perhaps you did." she
said and turned her back to me. I

passed through the darkened halls of
the house and Into the street. I never
expected to see her again, but It was
otherwise ordained. We came together
three years later at Mock Island. She
was,38 now, gathering the rosy flowers
of her first season. She remembered
the Incident In the garden, and wo
laughed over It. A few dances, two or
three evenings on the verandas watch-
ing tho sea, moonlit, as it sprawled
among the rocks below us, and tho
even tenor of my way ceased to be. I
appreciated how far she was above me,
so I worshiped her silently and from
afar. I told her my ambitions, conli-dence- s

so welcome to feminine ears,
and she rewarded me with a small ex-

change. She, too, was an orphan and
lived with her uncle, a rich banker,
who as a diversion consented to repre-
sent his country at foreign courts. Her
given name was Phyllis. I had seen
the name a thousand times In print;
the poets had Idealized It and the nov-

elists had embalmed It in teuder
phrases.

It was the first time I had ever met
a woman of the name of Phyllis. It
appealed to my poetic Instinct. Per-

haps that was the cause of It all. And
lien she was very beautiful. In the

autumn of that year we became great
friends, and through her Influence I
began to see beyond the portals of tho
mansions of the rich. Matthew Prior's
Chloes and Sir John Suckling's Euphe-lla- s

lost their charms. Henceforth my
muse's name became Phyllis. I took
her to tho opera when I didn't know
where I was going to breakfast on the
morrow. I sent her roses and went
without tobacco, a privation of which
woman knows nothing. Often I was
plunged into despair at my distressed
circumstances. Money to her meant
something to spend; to me It meant

Bonietliiiig to get. Ilcr Income bother-
ed her because she could not spend It;
my Income was mortgaged a week In
advance and did not bother me at all.
This was the barrier at my lips. Hut
her woman's Intuition must have told
her that she was a part and parcel of
my existence.

I had what is called a forlorn hope
a rich uncle who was a planter In Lou-

isiana. His' son and I were his only
heirs. Hut this old planter had a mor-

tal antipathy to my side of the family.
When my mother, his sister, married
Alfred Winthrop in IS:), at the time
when the north and south were ap-

proaching the precipice of a civil war,
he considered all family ties obliterat-
ed. We never worried much about It.
When mother died, he softened to the
extent of being present at the funeral.
He took small notice of my father, but
offered to adopt me If I would assume
his name. I clasped my father's hand
in mine and said nothing. Tho old
man stared at me for a moment, then
left the house. That was the first and
last time 1 ever saw him. Sometimes I

wondered If he would remember me lu
his will. This, of course, was only
when 1 had taken Phyllis somwhere
or when some creditor had lost pa-

tience.
One morning in January, five years

after my second meeting with Phyllis,
I sat at my desk In the otlice. It was
raining, a cold thin rain. The window
was blurred. The water In the steam
pipes went banging away. I was com-

posing an editorial which treated the
diplomatic relations between this couu-tr- y

and England. The roar of Park
row distracted me. Now and then I
would go to the window and peer down
on the living stream below. A dense
cloud of steam hung over all the city.
I swore some when the copy boy came
In and said that there were yet a col-

umn and a half to fill and that tho
foreman wanted to "close up the page
early." The true cause of my Indispo-
sition was duo to the rumors rife In the
olllce that morning. Humors which
emanate from the managing editor's
room are usually of the sort which bur-
den the subordinate ones with anxiety.
The London correspondent was "going
to pieces." He had cabled that he was
suffering from nervous prostration,
supplementing a request for a two
montlfV leave of absence. For "nerv-
ous prostration" we read "drink." Our
London correspondent was a brilliant
journalist. He had written one or two
clever books, lie had a broad knowl-
edge of men and affairs, and his pen
was one of those which flashed and
burned at frequent Intervals, but he
drank. Dan's father had been a vic-

tim of the habit. I remember meeting
the elder I Hilars, lie was a pictur-
esque individual, an accomplishes
scholar, a wide traveler, a diplomatist
and a noted war correspondent. Ills
work during the Franco-Prussia- n war
had placed him In the front rank. Aft-

er sending his son Dan to college he
took no further notice of him. He was
killed while serving his paper at the
siege of Alexandria. Dan natural);
followed his father's footsteps both in

profession and in habits. He had been
my classmate at college, and no our
knew him better than I except It was
himself. The love of adventure and
drink had ended the life of the one. It
might end the life of the other.

The foreman In the composing room
waited for some time for that required
column and a half of editorial copy. I

lit my pipe, and my thoughts ran back
to the old days, to the many times Dan
had paid my debts and to the many
times 1 had paid his. Ah. me! Those
were days when love and fame and
riches were elusive, am) we went in

e

Tliceopu hoyxiild tin re v eir lit a column
tind a halt to fill.

quest of them. The crust Is hyssop
when the heart Is young. The garret
Is a palace when hope flies unfettered.
The most wonderful dreams Imagina-
ble are dreamed close to the eaves.
And when a man leaves behind him
the garret he also leaves behind the
fondest Illusions. Hut who who would
stay In the garret?

And as my thoughts ran on the ques-
tion rose. Whom would they send In
his place Dan's? 1 knew London. It
was familiar ground. Perhaps they
might send me. It was this thought
which unsettled me. 1 was perfectly
satisfied with New York. Phyllis lived
In New York. There would be time
enough for London when we were mar-
ried. Then 1 began to build air cas-
tles. A newspaper man Is the archi-
tect of some splendid structures, but
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Phyllis pretended not to note my cm-- ,

barrassment. The others came In then,
and conversation streamed Into safer
channels.

When we entered the box at the op-

era, the curtain had risen. Phyllis and


